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tures - but as to this! No, Alfenius, you've made a
success of your snails: don't go flying in the face of
the Gods with your rabbits/

But Alfenius, being a hopeful person, was un-
convinced. However, he changed the subject: 'Are
there going to be any shows worth seeing this month?'
he asked, nodding towards the high turf walls of the
arena, backed with planks, against which the sweet-
sellers could put up their booths.

Not really much of a place, of course, but still one
did one's best to make things homely, and thought of
the dear mother-land and shows one had seen with
five hundred gladiators a side. . . . But then, the
price of living in Rome! And besides it wasn't always
safe, what with one emperor and another. Of course
here in the back of beyond it was all terribly dull and
nothing ever happened, or ever would, but that was
perhaps just as well if one was a family man with
growing children, and there was more society than
you would think. ... 'I hear there's going to be
quite a nice bull-fight,' said the elder brother. * You'll
stay on, won't you? Of course I don't find these
things as amusing as when I was your age, but still,
one has to appear. The men like one to be - well, not
too aloof.'

'Oh quite,' said Alfenius, 'and by the way, have
you been having any trouble out west?'

Petellius laughed. 'The tribes have been as good as
gold, bless them! A little police-work now and then,
but not more than enough to keep the lads in a good
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